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were a long way off/ But the chapter was not satisfied
and refused to pay him the price agreed upon. A law-
suit followed, tedious and long drawn out, in which at
last El Greco was victorious. It might seem, however,
that the opinion freely expressed at the time, that he
had imitated Titian in this picture, really decided his
future for him. Proud and conscious of his genius, of
his individuality at any rate, a personality and force
that had already helped him to maintain his case against
the criticism of the Church, he began to paint the pictures
that are so unmistakably his own in Toledo, in the Prado,
in the Escorial, and in many private-collections in and out
of Spain. And in doing so, he- assures us that he was
the pupil of Tintoretto; that painter so obstinately ego-
tistical, so much more eager to astonish us Jby his origin-
ality, than to delight us with'the beauty, of his work,
often full of power, that yet fails, inexplicably perhaps,
but certainly nevertheless to justify 'thfcImpetuous man-
nerism he thrusts upon c the forms of art' which Titian
had surprised into moments of passionate beauty. And
so while Theotoc6puli was the first painter in Spain to
give to painting a certain appearance of life, its move-
ment as it were, its reality, with something of its colour too,
colour that is with him always so personal an expression of
beauty; his design is his own, possessing only the reality
of something seen in a vision, the vivid, haunting aspect
of a spectre seen in a nightmare when the soul is dis-
armed and utterly alone.
It was in 1581 that Philip IL sent for Theotoc6puli to
come to the Escorial to paint in the Chapel of St. Maurice
the martyrdom of the saint and his companions. As we
look at that old picture to-day in the Salas Capitulares,
it is really a new vision of life that we see there, some-
thing that is not quite sane as we say, full of strangeness,
that is not beautiful, only perverse perhaps, wilfully con-